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Jason stomped out of the dressing room, angrily wiping a sticky mixture of blood, beer, and Gatorade from his 
face so he could see his way back to the showers. He wondered yet again if being in Metallica was really worth 
it - he understood that he was replacing a close friend, but those assholes James and Lars in particular went 


out of their way to make him feel unwelcome. 


He supposed the ‘Newkid' nickname wasn't too awful, between it being a play on his actual surname and the 
fact that he was the new member of the band. But the constant pranks had definitely gone from funny to 
annoying - they'd done everything from giving him mirror-imaged sheet music and tabs for some of the older 
songs he hadn't known before auditioning, to pouring half a bottle of Tabasco sauce into his tomato soup. 


They'd even short-sheeted his bed at the band house when they were in studio. 


But then the tour started two weeks ago, and things were getting progressively worse. Little shoves and kicks 
on the bus and backstage, and now tonight after the show, James had tripped him so that he went headfirst 
into a shelf, cutting his forehead. Then Lars, seeing the blood, said that they should clean it up so it didn't get 
infected, and proceeded to pour a full bottle of beer over his head. James followed suit with Gatorade. The two 
men laughed uproariously as he sputtered, although he vaguely noticed Kirk looking at the pair with some 
disgust. 


Jason showered for the second time that night, rinsing out the shirt he'd been wearing as well, since it had 
also gotten thoroughly doused with beer and Gatorade. He got dressed again with a sigh, grabbing a fresh t- 


shirt from his bag and thanking his foresight in packing a spare, then wrung out the wet shirt before stuffing 
it in a plastic bag to bring back to the hotel. 


Once at the hotel, Jason gratefully locked himself in his room and draped the wet shirt over the shower 

curtain rod, so that it would hopefully be dry before they had to leave in the morning. He was just exiting the 
bathroom when he heard a tap at his door. Wary, he flipped the security lock before cracking it open, if it was 
James or Lars or both with more of their so-called pranks, he didn't want them to be able to push their way 


inside. To his surprise, Kirk stood there looking nervous. 
"Hey," Kirk said softly. "I, uh, | wanted to make sure you were okay after earlier." 


Jason relaxed minutely. Given the hazing, he'd certainly never admit to the crush he had on the talented 
guitarist, just to avoid giving James and Lars more ammunition. But Kirk had never done worse than call him 
Newkid, so he felt reasonably confident that the other two weren't lurking just out of sight. "Yeah, I'm okay. 


Head wounds always bleed like motherfuckers." 


Kirk gave a small smile. "You, uh, you mind if | come in for a bit? | brought beer." He held up a carton from a 
local microbrewery. "It's a lot better than the shit that the ‘focking' Dane poured on you earlier. And | promise, 
| come in peace. | expect they're too busy blowing each other by now to even notice I've left my room." 


"Yeah, uh, sure," Jason sputtered a bit, not having expected to hear that last sentence. "Gimme a sec." He 
closed the door so he could undo the security lock, then opened the door wide enough to let Kirk inside. Once 
the smaller man stepped past him, he closed the door and flipped the security lock once again 


Kirk chuckled when he did so. "I don't blame you for being paranoid,” he said. "Lars might be bumping uglies 
with James now, but he had the hots for Cliff and that's why he hates you so much. I'm just sorry he's 
putting you through this much shit, especially since James follows him around like a puppy and does anything 


Lars wants as long as it means he'll get laid afterwards." 


Jason just shook his head. "Oh... that.. wasn't what | expected to hear," he said a little awkwardly. "Um, have a 
seat, Kirk. | got some Doritos if you want any?" He pulled out the bag of nacho chips and held it out towards 
his guest. 


Kirk grinned and took a handful, then passed Jason a beer. "Let me guess, you never figured ol! He-Man James 
would swing both ways, right? All three of us do, but yeah, me and Lars both look androgynous enough that 


no one's surprised, but everyone who hears about it does a spit-take when they find out about James." 


| can understand that," Jason said, still looking a little shocked. "And you're right, | never would have expected 
it, not of James. Anyway, there's nothing wrong with your looks. Beauty in the eye of the beholder and all 
that." He opened his beer and took a swig, looking slightly flustered. "You, um, wanna see if there's a decent 


movie on or something?" 


"If you want," Kirk told him. "But honestly, l'd rather just talk, get to know you better. Those two assholes 
never give me a chance when we're on the bus or anything. Every time | try, they start in on you and | hate 
it. | mean, | get a little teasing, it's natural to give the newbie a little bit of crap, right? But they take it all 
way too far with their stupid pranks - and now you've actually been hurt." 


Its not a bad cut or anything," Jason said. 


"That's not the point, Jason," Kirk said. "You're part of the band. They picked you to join us, so why are they 
treating you like dog shit now that you're with us? It's not right. And maybe they didn't hurt you badly this 
time, but what if that shelf had broken when you hit it, and not just come off the wall? You could've lost an 
eye. No, they need to grow up." 


Jason smiled. "It means a lot, Kirk, that you're came here to offer some support. | mean, | get why you might 
not want to intervene when they're being drunk and stupid - that's too likely to end up with both of us getting 
hurt at some point. But it's good to know that someone in the band doesn't hate me." 


"Believe me, Jason, | don't hate you in the slightest,” Kirk said. Changing the subject, he asked, "What's it like to 


grow up in Michigan?" 

Jason smiled and described his childhood on his family's farm, while Kirk talked about growing up in the Bay 
Area The conversation flowed, as did the beer, although the Doritos helped counter that slightly. Still, by the 
time they started yawning and realized it was nearing 3am, they'd had five each. 


Kirk blinked owlishly. "Damn. | probably should let you get some sleep. And get some sleep myself." 


"Yeah, | guess," Jason said, trying not to sound too terribly disappointed. "Take advantage of having the decent 


beds while we have ‘em and all. I'm glad you came over, though. Maybe we can do this again?" 


Kirk smiled. "Yeah, I'd like that a lot. | know we're gonna be driving overnight tomorrow, but next time we're in 
a hotel?" 


"Its a date," Jason said with a smile as they walked to the door. 
"Is it?" Kirk asked, a note of.. something... in his tone. 


Jason responded to that something without thinking, his inhibitions relaxed by the beer. "I'd like it to be, 


anyway." 


Kirk flipped the security lock but didn't open the door just yet. "In that case, here's something to think about 
until next time we do this," he said, lifting one hand to the back of Jason's neck. Then he leaned in for a gentle, 
questioning kiss. 


Jason melted into that kiss, automatically sliding his arms around the smaller man. When they broke the kiss, 


he smiled. "I don't need to think about it. My answer's yes." 
Kirk smiled. "| can't wait until the next time we're in a hotel," he said softly. "Good night, Jason" 
Jason leaned in and gave Kirk one more soft kiss. "Me either," he said. "Good night, Kirk" When the smaller man 


slipped out to return to his own room, he closed the door and once again flipped the security lock against a 
James or Lars intrusion, then went to bed feeling better than he had since the tour began. 


The Frayed Ends OF Sanity 


Jason emerged from the men's room backstage after the show, intent on heading for the band's dressing room 
to shower before they got on the bus for another overnight drive. He jumped as a hand clamped itself over 


his mouth, accompanied by a hissed, "Don't be scared. | just need you to come with me for a minute." 


He nodded and the hand dropped away from his mouth. He turned to see Kirk, who made a shushing gesture 
when he opened his mouth, so he closed it again and followed, taking the opportunity to admire Kirk's ass in his 
tight jeans. Kirk led him to a janitor's closet and tugged him inside, closing the door behind them. 


"ls it safe to talk now?" Jason whispered. 


"Yeah," Kirk murmured. "I dragged you here for a couple of reasons. One is, | heard Lars and James plotting 
another of their so-called pranks on you. | don't have full details, but | heard some shit about cake or pie to 
your face or maybe tripping you so that you fall into it somehow, preferably at our next meetin'greet. | know 


its not much to go on, but | wanted to give you as much warning as | could, so you'd be on your guard" 
| appreciate the warning, believe me," Jason said with a sigh. "What's the other reason, then?" 


"This," Kirk said softly, slipping his arms around Jason's waist and leaning up to kiss him deeply. When he pulled 
back, he smiled. "That fucking asshole Lars went and added those shows to the schedule, so we've not been in a 
hotel since the night we drank together over a week ago. And we're on the bus again for the next three 
nights, too. l'm tired of waiting for a chance to get a little better acquainted" He tugged Jason's shirt up, 
caressing the warm flesh of his back. 


"Mm..." Jason melted into that kiss. He smiled at Kirk's words, then sucked in a soft breath when Kirk's hands 


slipped under his shirt. He returned the favor, his own hands tracing the lines of Kirk's slim back. "Feels good." 


| want you," Kirk murmured, his breath hot against Jason's neck. "You don't know how hot you look onstage, do 


you? How much you turn me on?" 


Blushing, Jason shook his head. "Uh... you're the hot one, you know. | try not to look at you when we're onstage, 


so | don't get a boner from watching you." 

"Yeah?" Kirk's eyes took on an added gleam. "Feels like kissing me gives you a boner, too" He very deliberately 
rubbed himself against Jason's groin. "| know | gotta wait for our next hotel stay to get you to fuck me, but 
damned if I'm not going to touch you before then 


"Kirk, what..2" Jason trailed off as Kirk attacked the button and zip on his jeans, then shoved them down. 


Dropping to his knees, Kirk grinned up at Jason. "| caused that swelling, didn't 1? So, | should do whatever | have 
to, in order to make it go down again, right?" With that, he very deliberately licked Jason's cock from the base 


to the tip, then drew him fully into his mouth. 


‘|... oh.. fuck." Jason gasped at the unexpected heat suddenly engulfing his cock. His hands sank into Kirk's wild 
curls, strong fingers massaging his scalp. Looking down, he stifled a moan at the sight of his cock, slick with 


saliva, disappearing between Kirk's lips once more. 


"Mm," Kirk hummed in pleasure as he bobbed his head on Jason's cock, tasting the musky sweat that was the 
result of them being onstage for the last hour and a half, using his tongue to trace patterns along the length 
of his shaft. He closed his eyes with a soft purr as Jason's fingers sank into his hair, then fumbled his own 


jeans open, freeing his own rock-hard cock. Then he slid his hands back up to caress Jason's ass and his balls. 


"Kirk." Jason whined, his hips starting to jerk forward despite his attempts to stay still. "Fuck.. so hot." He 
brushed his fingers lightly over Kirk's cheek and along his jaw. Knowing they could be caught just added to the 
thrill of their activity, nudging him closer to orgasm. "Feels so good.” 


Knowing they didn't dare remain hidden for long, Kirk swirled his tongue over the head of Jason's cock, then 
bobbed his head faster, his hand on Jason's ass subtly encouraging him to fuck his mouth. His other hand 
dropped to lightly stroke his own shaft as he moaned. 


The sound of Kirk's moans only increased Jason's arousal. "So close.." he choked out, bracing against the wall as 
his knees threatened to buckle. "Gonna.. gonna..” Jason stuffed a fist into his mouth to stifle a cry as he 
erupted. 


Kirk eagerly swallowed the salty liquid suddenly filling his mouth, using his tongue to coax every drop from 
Jason before he pulled back. "Fucking delicious," he murmured, pressing soft kisses to Jason's thighs. 


"Wanna make you feel good," Jason murmured, trying to catch his breath. He lifted Kirk to his feet and spun 
the smaller man, pressing up against his back. Wrapping his arms around Kirk, Jason slid one hand up under his 
shirt to caress the warm flesh of his chest, dropping the other to curl his fingers around Kirk's throbbing 


cock. 

"Jason." Kirk moaned softly, his head falling back against Jason's shoulder. 

Nuzzling his way under the cascade of Kirk's curls, Jason sucked lightly on his neck, being careful not to leave 
a mark. "Feels like sucking me off turned you on," he purred. "Or is it knowing we shouldn't be doing this here 
that's got you so hot and bothered?" 

"Both," Kirk admitted, giving a soft, needy whimper as Jason's thumb swirled over the head of his cock, 
smearing the pre-cum along his shaft with each stroke. "Oh God, just like that.." He twisted back to kiss Jason 
deeply, muffling his moan as he thrust hard into Jason's hand, his climax spattering the floor of the closet. 


Jason held Kirk close for a long moment, kissing him softly. "You're fucking amazing, you know that?" 


"So are you," Kirk murmured. "I don't wanna move, but we'd better hurry and get back to the dressing room 


before anyone notices we're both missing, you know?" 


"Yeah," Jason murmured with a disappointed sigh. "You're right, | know. Don't wanna get caught together by 
anyone. Dunno which would be worse, the press or our own Dick Dastardly and Muttley. Probably them. Its 
bad enough, the shit they pull with me. | don't want them turning on you, too." 


"Did you seriously just make a Wacky Races reference?" Kirk chuckled as he pulled up his jeans. "Please tell me 
l'm not supposed to be Penelope Pitstop!" 


"Nah, | figured we could be the Gruesome Twosome,” Jason laughed, fixing his own clothing. "With our height 
difference, I'm obviously Tiny and you're Bela, right? Besides, you know you'd love a real-life Creepy Coupe." 


"You do know me well,” Kirk admitted "But we better get out of here and back to the dressing room before 


anyone comes looking for us." 

"I know," Jason said. He leaned in and kissed Kirk softly. "Who goes back first?" 

"You go," Kirk said. "I know they saw you go into the can, so they'll just assume you were taking a shit and 

they won't give you too much grief, not over that, anyway. But you know if you're the last one back, they'll 
use it as an excuse for more of their bullshit. Me, they'll just ask how many groupies | banged on the way 


back, if l'm the last one there." 


"True enough," Jason agreed. "| suppose | should be grateful that at least they still have enough decency to not 
bother me in the bathroom." 


Self-preservation," Kirk said with a grin. "They bug you in there, you might piss on them, or shove their 
heads into an un-flushed toilet." 


"Eww," Jason laughed. He cracked open the door of the janitor's closet and peeked out. "Okay, looks clear. Wish 


me luck." 


Kirk stole one last kiss. "Good luck," he said as Jason slipped away. 


